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had been museum pieces, two Americans without money
to speak of. And yet—there was the moon, and he could
not forget how Fleur had always wanted it. A desire to
have what she hadn't yet got was her leading characteristic.
Impossible, too, to blink his memory of her, six years ago
—to forget her body crumpled and crushed into the sofa
in the dark that night when he came back from Robin
Hill and broke the news to her. Perusing with his mind
the record since, Soames had an acute and comfortless
feeling that she had, as it were, been marking time, that
all her fluttering activities, even the production of Kit,
had been in the nature of a makeshift. Like the age to
which she belonged, she had been lifting her feet up and
down without getting anywhere, because she didn't know
where she wanted to get. And yet, of late, since she had
been round the world, he had seemed to notice something
quieter and more solid in her conduct, as if settled purposes
were pushing up, and she were coming to terms at last
with her daily life. Look, for instance, at the way she
had tackled this canteen! And, turning his face home-
ward, Soames had a vision of a common not far from
Mapledurham, where some fool had started a fire which
had burned the gorse, and of the grass pushing up, almost
impudently green and young, through the charred embers
of that conflagration. Rather like things generally, when
you thought of it! The war had burned them all out,
but things, yes, and people, too—one noticed—were
beginning to sprout a bit, as if they felt again it might
be worth while. Why, even he himself had regained some
of his old connoisseur's desire to have nice things ! It
all depended on what you saw ahead, on whether you
could eat and drink because to-morrow you didn't die.
With this Dawes Settlement and Locarno business and the
General Strike broken, there might even be another long

